


THE ELEPHANT 


BY 


GODFREY BARRASS 


Illustrations by the Hindustan 
Times cartoonisl 


AHMED 


THACKER & CO., LTD. 
BOMBAY 


FIRST PUBLISHED 1946 


All Rights Reserved 
hy the Author 


Rs. 4/8 


Set & Printed in Indta by 
C. Murphy for Thacker & Company, Limtted, at 
Thacker’s Press, Esplanade Road, Bombay, 
& Published by C. Murphy for 
Thacker & Co., Lid., Rampart Row, Bombay. 


Dee tte ja hop ha yr 

etude nde 

he grnoon of ty Peper Wai 
oto bw 


ILLUSTRATIONS 


an elderly gentleman 
‘““what’s wrong with my hat ? ~ 
they have their hobbies 

the necessary steps 

does a cat like water ? 

a free dip es 

‘‘a miracle *’ they said ... 

the gas works oe 

hurl rocks at the Elephant 

he may have personal reasons 
always slip up on SOAP 
resonant snores ... , 

a mountain of scrap metal 

a platoon of boisterous individuals 
its hypnotic effect was amazing 
. and slowly demonstrated 

, danced round the table 

. solid ivory from the neck up 

. the sign of the Elephant 

_ his monocle gleamed approval 

, it’s the biggest asylum in the world 
. “The Elephant ! ” 

_ like a tight-rope walker 

. slumbering Redcoats 

. swarmed in little groups 


_ stroking the legs of some half-clad ie 


Page 


“2 Cl l= 


Dm DH 


12 
14 
16 
17 
19 

2] 

24 

27 
29 
32 
33 
3o 
37 
39 
42 
45 
48 
AY 
50 


ILLUSTRATIONS 


. an elderly gentleman . 
‘“ what’s wrong with my hat ? ” 
. they have their hobbies 

. the necessary steps 

. does a cat like water ? 

. a free dip 

. ‘°a miracle ’ they said ... 

. the gas works a 

. hurl rocks at the Elephant 

. he may have personal reasons 

. always slip up on SOAP 

. resonant snores ... ; 

. a mountain of scrap metal 

a platoon of boisterous individuals 
. its hypnotic effect was amazing 
. and slowly demonstrated 

. danced round the table 

. solid ivory from the neck up 

. the sign of the Elephant 

. his monocle gleamed approval 

, It’s the biggest asylum in the world 
. ‘ The Elephant ! * 

. like a tight-rope walker 

. Slumbering Redcoats 

. swarmed in little groups 


. stroking the legs of some half-clad lady 


Page 


“% Co he 


—_~_ Oo BD 


14 
16 
17 
19 
2] 
24 
27 
29 
32 
33 
a) 
37 
3Y 
42 
45 


49 
50) 


. cattying a solitary cigarette tin 

. an elderly spectacled man 

. nothing to hide ... 

lucid intervals... 

, manage to develop symptoms ... 
, not safe... 


. “Dean of Blather and Nonsense aie : 


In the chair of the widget committee 

, an awkward position 7 
“there's love in The Elephant’s eyes ” 

. struck an operatic pose 

. started jitter bugging 

. get a dozen bottles 

, war to the last file 

_ a magnificent individual 

, grotesque faces 


Page 
52 
58 
59 
57 
58 
59 
6] 
63 
64 
66 
67 
69 
i] 
12 
T4 
7 


THE ELEPHANT 


Raw DASS heard the 
lorry driver talking, and there were other voices, 
He ignored them and got up off the grass in the 
road-circle where he had fallen in his headlong 
rush. Looking up from under a tree he had his 
first view of The Elephant. And the sight of it 
left him breathless. 


Ram Dass was very dark and very small. The 
Elephant, a mammoth ivory edifice, sparkled in 
the tropical sunlight. 


Standing there in his little white cap, Ram Dass 
continued to stare at The Elephant and couldn’t 
believe it. No, it just could not be! Yet there 
it was, apparently as immovable as the Himalayas. 
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ca RS 
an eidetl) gentleman. « 


Ram Dass saw that he was not alone. An elderly 
gentleman in a long red coat with gold trappings 
had appeared mysteriously and was standing beside 
him. The old man did not seem to be going any- 
where, and his bearing suggested cobwebs and age. 

Ram Dass watched him slowly fingering the hilt 
of an elegant dagger which he wore attached to his 
middle, although his mildness was as obvious as 
the rock-solidity of The Elephant. 

‘Don’t you feel hot in that coat ?”’ Ram Dass 
enquired. 

“The Elephant likes it. And everyone can see 
that I am a person of importance,” the old man 
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said, caressing the dagger. “It was years before 
The Elephant gave me authority to carry this.” 

Somewhat to his amazement Ram Dass found 
himself accepting the presence of The Elephant as 
he accepted that of the sun, the moon and the 
stars; but as the old man seemed to regard it as 
God, he felt he must be careful of what he said. 

‘‘ How many years ?” 

The old man’s parchment forehead wrinkled 
under his turban and lowered into a frown. 

‘How should I know that? Years are time, 
and it is forbidden to think of time.” 

‘* Forbidden ? ”’ 

“Of course. You must be a very ignorant 
person if you don’t know that the Laws of The 
Elephant forbid it. I will quote for you.” Proudly 
and solemnly he began to chant: “ Rejoice in the 
neverness of time. Since time cannot be measured 
there is neither part-time nor half-time, meantime 
or any old time, and it 1s not possible to save time. 
Say not then that a thing shall be done in time or 
on time. Like The Elephant, time is eternal, and 
in the fullness thereof nothing shall be accomplished. 
God save The Elephant ! ”’ 

“The Laws of The Elephant!” Ram Dass 
repeated, mystified. 

‘Of course! What other laws are there ? ” 

‘““T am newly arrived here,” Ram Dass said 
humbly. 

** Ah, that accounts for it.” 

‘* Accounts for what ? ” 

‘Many things. Your hat, for instance.” 





“whai’s wrong with my hat?” ... 


‘ And what’s wrong with my hat ? ” 

The old man sorrowfully shook his head. 

‘Nothing now, but The Elephant still doesn’t 
like it.” 

Ram Dass did not understand, but there was so 
much he did not understand, and it would be 
impossible to ask about everything in this new 
and bewildering world. Gazing in wonder at The 
Elephant, he perceived for the first time that what 
he had taken for shadows were actually little slit 
windows. And at the base of each ponderous foot 
were broad flights of steps leading up to massive 
entrances. 


“Do many people—er, live inside The 
Elephant ? ” he asked guardedly. 

“That’s what it’s all about’, the old man 
chuckled. ‘“*‘ The more there are, the more The 
Elephant likes it. Of course, they’re not all in the 
S.C.1.” 

The S.C.I.! What’s that ? ” 

The old man’s stare expressed both amazement 
and concern. 

‘* You—you haven’t heard of the S.C.I. ? ” 

Ram Dass said he had not. ‘“‘ What does it 
mean ? ”’ he asked. 

The old man coughed. Making the sign of The 
Elephant on his forehead, he said reverently, ‘ It 
stands for the chosen society—the Society of 
Certified Idiots.” 

‘* I see,’ said Ram Dass, who did not see at all ; 
but it seemed best to humour the old man. “I 
suppose only a few belong to the S.C.I.” 

‘** Oh, no, there are lots of them.” 

‘Really! And The Elephant likes them all ? ” 

“The Elephant loves them all. Don’t you see, 
they are the chosen ones. They are all powerful.” 

‘You mean they can do no wrong ? ”’ 

‘* Certainly they can do no wrong, but then they 
never do anything.”’ 

‘** Then why does The Elephant love them ? ” 

‘““It is forbidden,’’ the old man said sternly, 
‘strictly forbidden to question the mysterious 
workings of The Elephant.” 

“But if they don’t do anything,” Ram Dass 
persisted, ‘‘ how do they pass the time ? Oh, I’m 
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sorry,” he added hastily. ‘“‘ Maybe I shouldn’t 
have used that word.” 

The old man nodded sagely. 

““ You're learning fast. But it’s all right to use 
the word, one just mustn’t think of it. And it’s 
all right to pass the time. That’s the big idea.” 

‘‘ Then how do the S.C.I. pass the time ? ”’ 

The old man was silent and seemed to be searching 
his mind for a suitable answer. Presently he said, 


me 







thev have their hobbtes. . . 


** They have their hobbies.” 
‘* Hobbies ? ” 


6 
“ Yes, they explore avenues, turn stones, seek 
formulas.”’ 


** But what on earth for ? ” 


~ To enable them to take the necessary steps.” 
“Steps! Where to?” 
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the necessary steps 


“Not to anywhere, stupid. You can’t prevent 
things without taking the necessary steps.” 

“Well, who wants to prevent things?” Ram 
Dass said sharply, for he resented being called 
stupid. 

“The S.C.I. must always prevent things,” the 
old man said patiently. “ If they didn’t, something 
might happen, and if anything ever happened 
someone would have to take the responsibility for 
not having prevented it from happening.” 





does a cat like water?... 


‘* You mean they don’t like taking responsibility.’ 
The old man shook himself and shivered. 

‘* Does a cat like water ? ” 

‘Is 1t as bad as that ? ”’ 


‘* It’s much worse ; besides, no one in the S.C.I. 
could benefit.” 


‘I don’t see why not,” Ram Dass objected. 


‘You don’t see!” the old man mimicked, but 
continued good-humouredly, “ The S.C.I. can never 
benefit any more than they do already. If there’s 
anything they want, they get it automatically—The 





a free dip. 


Elephant sees to that. And they get a free dip in 
the Glory Bag twice a year.” 


** What bag ? ” 
“The Glory Bag. You know, first dip the 


Order of the Blinking Elephant, and so on upwards. 
Don’t tell me you haven’t heard of the Glory Bag.” 


Ram Dass hadn’t the courage to admit such 
ignorance, so he said nothing. 


‘* As to anything happening,” the old man went 
on, ‘“‘ that just isn’t possible. Even if some junior 
were sane enough to want something to happen— 
and cases of strict sanity are rare among juniors—he 
would have to be very junior indeed not to know 
that his immediate superior would put a stop to 
any such idea at once.”’ He shrugged his shoulders. 


‘* Suppose, if you like, that a junior didn’t know 
this and persisted. Well, the senior would be sure 
to stop it; first because he hadn’t thought of it 
himself, and second because he would know that 
his own senior would stop it for the same reason. 
Of course, years of training as a junior would rule 
out the possibility of anyone really senior having 
any ideas at all.” 

Ram Dass found such logic unanswerable. 
Fascinated, he continued to stare at The Elephant. 

** It’s the eighth wonder,” the old man murmured. 

Ram Dass found himself in complete agreement. 

“* How was it—er, created ? ” 

‘No one really knows,” the old man said, “ but 
the fable is generally accepted.” 

Ram Dass said he would like to hear about the 
fable, and the old man cleared his throat. 

‘* Of the period known as B.E.”’ he began, “ that 
is—Before the Elephant, little is recorded. But it 
seems that during this era things actually did 
happen. Many strangers came to this land bringing 
with them holy men who spoke to the people of 
miracles. Now the people didn’t believe what they 
were told, so the holy men taught them to go on 
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“a miracle,” they sad... 


their knees and close their eyes. * You want a 
miracle,’ they said. ‘ Good, we will show you one.’ 
And when the people opened their eyes—behold, 
there was The Elephant ! ” 

The old man concluded by remarking, “ It may 
seem strange to you that we don’t speak of the 
present as D.E.—meaning During the Elephant. 
But then everyone believes that The Elephant will 
never leave us.”’ 

fam Dass found himself sharing this belief. 
The immense monstrosity reduced the tall trees at 
its feet to mere specks of greenery, and was itself 
as permanent and unchanging as the law of gravity. 


ll 


Certainly no human hands could have fashioned 
it ; yet miracle or not, he sensed that The Elephant 
was a humbug. And as this thought. flickered in 
his mind he received an almighty shock. Was it 
hallucination, or had The Elephant really winked 
at him ? 

Ram Dass passed a hand before his eyes. Looking 
away, he saw a flat-topped circular building which 
crouched like a pink-faced dwarf within a stone’s 
throw of The Elephant. 





the Gas Works... 


“The Gas Works,” the old man said, eee 
Ram Dass’ gaze. 

‘ Really ! Does anything ever happen in there ' i 

“Sometimes, yes,” the old man_ sighed. 
‘* Naturally, the S.C.I. try to prevent it, but they 
can’t control the Keepers as they used to.” 
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‘* The Keepers ? ” 

““The Keepers of The Elephant. Once they 
were all tame Keepers, and the S.C.I. didn’t have 
to worry about them. Nowadays they’re mostly 
Wild Ones. The S.C.I. doesn’t like them.”’ 

‘Why not?” 

The old man shrugged his shoulders. 

‘* For a good many reasons, but chiefly because 
the Wild Ones don’t believe in The Elephant.” 

‘You mean they don’t believe it exists 
Ram Dass asked incredulously. 

For the first time during their conversation the 
old man burst into loud laughter. 

‘* That’s a good one,”’ he gasped, wiping his eyes. 
‘“* The Wild Ones would appreciate that. Of course 
they know it exists! That’s the trouble. They 
think it ought not to.” 

‘* But—but surely it’s sacrilege to think that.” 

The old man demurred. “ Maybe not nowadays, 
things are different. Naturally, actual thinking 
has always been discouraged by The Elephant, 
although there’s never been any need for worry on 
that score as far as the S.C.I. are concerned. But 
it’s not what the Wild Ones think that bothers the 
S.C.I. It’s what the Wild Ones will do.” 

‘* Well, what do they do? ” 


‘Lots of things. For instance, they hurl rocks 
‘at The Elephant.” 

So great was the influence of his environment 
that Ram Dass found himself incapable of crediting 
such enormity. 
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hurl vocks at The Elephant... 


‘* They—they hurl rocks at The Elephant ! ” 

‘Sure they do! From the Gas Works. And 
they can’t miss from there.” 

Ram Dass said, “I see,” although he did not 
see, and then added weakly, “I supposed The 
Elephant doesn’t like that.” 

“You're telling me!” the old man muttered, 
using a foreign expression that had lately crept 
into the language. “No, Siree! The Elephant 
just doesn’t like that at all.” 

Then what does The Elephant do about it ? ” 

‘“ Nothing now, The Elephant’s getting used to 
it. But it was different under D.E.R.’s.” 

* D.ELR.’s 2?” 

‘' Defence of The Elephant Rules,” the old man 
explained. ‘“ Under D.E.R.’s The Elephant could 
do pretty well anything with, the Wild Ones.” 


** ‘What sort of things ? ” 

“Oh, lock them up, interfere with their 
correspondence, check up on their friends and 
relatives.” 

Ram Dass heard this in amazement for he had 
no idea of the natural cunning to which The 
Elephant could resort in order to maintain itself. 

‘* And The Elephant never forgets,’ the old man 
added. 

‘* It’s—it’s unbelievable,’’ Ram Dass murmured, 
gazing up at it in awe. “ What’s it like—er, 
inside ? ” 

The old man laughed shortly. 

‘* Equally unbelievable, but you get used to it 
when you’ve got accommodation there.”’ 

Ram Dass noted the use of the word * accommo- 
dation ’ and correctly assumed that no actual work 
was done. 

‘How many are—er, accommodated?” he 
ventured. 

The old man shook his head. 

“The Elephant alone knows! I don’t even 
know how many Compartments there are. I don’t 
suppose any of the Paper Waits know that either.” 

‘“‘T’m afraid I don’t understand,’ Ram Dass 
said humbly. 

‘“* That’s all right, ’'m beginning to get interested 
in telling you all this. You see, inside The Elephant 
we have no contact at all with you Savages on the 
Outside. I suppose that’s to stop us from thinking. 
I shall have to be careful,” he added, “ or I may 
find myself beginning to think.” 


** And what would happen if you did ? ” 

*¢ T just can’t think,” the old man muttered. 

‘* Of course you can’t, I should have known that. 
But tell me about the Paper Waits. What are they ? 

‘“That’s easy, they’re just Paper Waits. They 
sit on files.” 

Ram Dass’ mind dwelt momentarily on sharp 
rough-edged iron tools, used for wearing down the 
surface of metal. He pictured holy men dedicating 
their lives to suffering. 

‘* A sort of penance, I suppose,” he suggested. 

** Well, I wouldn’t call it that,” the old man said. 
“The Paper Waits enjoy it. A really persevering 
Paper Wait will sit on a file for—oh, The Elephant 





he may have personal reasons... 


knows how long. He may have personal reasons 
for doing that, but usually he gets his orders from 
higher up. Anyhow, it’s quite in order as it’s all 
part of SOAP. System of Authoritative Preven- 
tion,” he explained. 


Ram Dass was puzzled. 

‘“* Paper Waits? Soap?” 

It’s really quite simple,” the old man said. 
*“ Anyone can be a Paper Wait. Most of the 
S.C.I. are Paper Waits, and there are plenty among 
the Upstarts. That’s another privileged fraternity 
—socially inferior, of course, to the S.C.I. It’s the 
Upstarts who are liable to get up and try to start 
something. And that’s why they’re called Upstarts. 
But they always slip up on SOAP.” 





always slip up on SOAP 


Ram Dass asked what group was next below on 
the social ladder. 

‘“‘There are any number,” the old man said, 
yawning. ‘ Mostly they belong to the Depressed 
Clerical Classes.”’ 

‘“‘ Why are they depressed?” Ram Dass asked. 

The old man grunted. ‘Oh, they think they 
don’t get enough money, and all the Paper Waits 
get much more for just sitting on them.”’ 

He seemed to have become suddenly very tired 
for he yawned again and sat down on the grass. 

‘* T’d like to go inside,” Ram Dass said, “‘ if that 
is allowed.” 

“As a rule nothing is allowed, but you don’t 
need a pass to-day.” 

**’You mean I can just walk in ? ” 

 That’s right.”” ‘The old man smothered another 
yawn and stretched himself on the ground. “ But 
don’t forget you may not get out again. Many a 
man has got lost in there and never been seen 
afterwards. Better take a guide.” 

‘’ Where can I find a guide ? ” 


Itam Dass said this loudly, bending over the old 
man who was already half asleep. 


The answer came in a drowsy whisper. ‘ Plenty 
inside. Wear red coats, like mine.”’ 


The old man’s voice trailed off into a barely 
audible murmuring of some doggerel rhyme. 
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Listening intently, Ram Dass caught the final 
words : 
Twinkle, twinkle, 
S.C.1. 
While you’re 
Still up 
In the sky. 
Many 
Down below 
Are 
Glad it 
Won't be long 
Before 
You’ve had it. 
A smile of contentment spread over the old man’s 
face and the murmuring was lost in deep breathing 
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and finally in resonant snores. As Ram Dass 
turned away, an irresistible force drew him towards 


The Elephant. 


II 
Ram DAss found 


himself moving towards one of The Hlephant’s 
hind feet, and as he drew near the gigantic ivory 
structure towered above him, apparently extending 
indefinitely to left and right. 

“Well, I might as well go inside,” he thought, 
and began to climb the steps. 

The doors at the top were open. Ram Dass 
timidly entered the cloistral vestibule and was at 
once refreshed by the cool air. Coming in from the 
glare he could see nothing at first, but after a 
while his eyes became accustomed to the gloom 
and he discerned a number of figures lying on 
string beds on both sides of the entrance hall. In 
the middle was a staircase flanked by huge ivory 
tusks, 

As no one took any notice of him, Ram Dass 
began to consider what it would be best to do. 
He was not sure if the long-coated figures on the 
beds were asleep or dead. He went over to one 
and shook him gently. 


“Excuse me!” he said loudly. “ Are you a 
guide ? ”’ 

The only answer was the startling echo of his 
own voice. 

‘* Perhaps they are dead,”’ he thought. “ Anyhow, 
I don’t suppose any of them will want to go 
anywhere or do anything.” 

He decided to go on up the stairs, and paused 
at the top of the first flight. Through an open 
window he could see a sunlit courtyard below, and 





a mountain of scrap metal... 


it was stacked high with what appeared to be a 
mountain of scrap metal. It was some time before 
he realised that this was actually a huge pile of 
bicycles. 

“* T suppose those belong to the Depressed Clerical 
Classes,” he thought, as he went on up the stairs. 
‘“ In that case probably no one will care if they 
never get them sorted out.” 

He had reached what seemed to be the main 
floor and for the first time saw that others besides 
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himself were actually alive. The corridor was 
filled with uniformed servants carrying trays 
shoulder high, and on each tray was a tea-pot, one 
or two cups, a sugar basin and a milk jug. 


Ram Dass watched the slow-moving stream and 
soon saw that when a servant paused outside a 
door, a Redcoat would get up yawning from his 
string bed, take the tray and vanish with it inside 
the room. The servant would move on until he 
came upon a Redcoat emerging from a room, and 
would then take the tray from him and return 
with it. The whole performance suggested the 
rhythmic precision of a ballet in slow-motion. 
What puzzled Ram Dass was the amount of tea 
consumed. 


‘ How on earth can people drink so much tea ? ”’ 
he asked himself, and was surprised to hear a voice 
say sleepily, “It’s The Elephant. Don’t you 
understand ? ”’ 

He turned and saw a Redcoat on a string bed 
behind him. 

‘I can’t say I do,”’ he replied coldly. 

The Redcoat stifled a yawn. 

‘Then you must be on the Widget Committee. 
They can’t say they do, because they don’t, and 
if they ever did it would be against The Rules.”’ 
He yawned again and murmured drowsily, “ Keep 
on down the corridor until you... just... 
can't. ..go...any... more.” 

The words were lost in a sigh of contentment, 
and Ram Dass saw that he was asleep. 
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“This is absurd,” he thought. “‘ What is this 
Widget Committee ? Anyhow, it’s no use relying 
on these guides, they can’t stay awake long enough 
to take you anywhere.” 

He moved off along the corridor and had to go 
slowly on account of the stream of tea-carriers., 
There seemed to be any number of doors, and 
beside each was a little board that bore the name 
of the room occupant in white. Occasionally, 
instead of a board, there was an ivory plate with a 
name inscribed in gold, followed by the Ictters 
S.C.1. delicately inlaid in precious stoncs. 

Ram Dass was surprised to see that there were 
so many Directors. And there were cohorts of 
Deputy-Directors, Assistant-Directors, Assistant- 
Deputy - Directors, Deputy - Assistant - Directors, 
Special Officers, Extra-Special-Oflicers, Special- 
Officers-on-Assignment, Extra-Oflicers-on-Special- 
Assignment, and many more. 

He was trying to imagine how they all managed 
to occupy themselves, when he caught sight of a 
large cardboard sign with an arrow pointing down 
the corridor. 


WIDGET COMMITTEE 


Ram Dass followed the direction indicated and 
presently came upon another sign. Plodding on, 
he passed several more, and was beginning to 
wonder if the committee existed at all when he 
heard a loud singing and shouting behind him. 
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a platoon of horsterous + 


The Widget Committee is sitting to-day, 
HURRAH! HURRAY! 

And all of us on it draw special pay, 
HURRAH! HURRAY! 

Let’s raise our voices and sing and shout, 
We none of us know what it’s all about, 
But we’re all here, 

Up in the air, 


SAFE ON THE ELEPHANT’S BACK. 


We're all here, 
Up in the air, 


SAFE ON THE ELEPHANT’S BACK. 


This last line was repeated several times, and 
Ram Dass found himself trying to keep in step 
between an immense man with a blue beard and 
yards of light blue cloth tied round his head, and a 
stringy individual with buck teeth and a monocle, 
Ram Dass was surprised to find his presence so 
casually accepted by all. Bluebeard seemed to be 
the leader, and strode along beating the rhythm 
with a huge hand and occasionally thumping Ram 
Dass on the back. Before there was any time for 
him to ask questions—and that would have been 
silly because they could not possibly have been 
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heard—the platoon wheeled into a spacious room 
and dispersed into leather-backed chairs arranged 
around a long table. 

Ram Dass kept telling himself, ‘“‘ These fellows 
are crazy,’ and was beginning to question his own 
sanity. He had been pushed into one of the chairs 
and before him was a stack of small squares of 
paper. 

While everyone talked excitedly, he glanced up 
and down the table and saw that each man had a 
similar stack of paper before him. The odd thing 
was that there were no pencils, pens or ink. He 
was about to mention this to the stringy man, who 
had sat down on his right, when Bluebeard, at the 
head of the table, began to thump on it shouting, 
‘“* Silence ! Silence for The Chair ! ”’ 

The only effect of this was to increase the hulla- 
balloo, and there were shouts of, ‘‘ Elect the 
Chairman,” and “‘ Turn him out! ”’ 

“SILENCE!” Bluebeard roared, banging so 
hard that he upset most of the paper stacks. 
** Silence ! or Pll play * The Elephant.’”’ 

The stringy man nudged Ram Dass and giggled 
inanely, pointing to a gramophone in a far corner 
where a Redcoat lay on a string bed. 

“GUIDE!” Bluebeard bellowed above the 
tumult. “GUIDE !! PLAY THE ELEPHANT!” 

The Redcoat woke up at last and set the gramo- 
phone in motion. 

At once the hubbub ceased, chairs were pushed 
back, and Ram Dass found himself standing as 
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stiff as a board between the stringy man and a 
plump fellow with gold-rimmed glasses. 

If there were any words to the unmusical dirge 
no one seemed to know them, but its hypnotic 
effect on the assembly was amazing. Out of the 





wis hypnotic effect was ama.ing « 


27 


corners of his eyes Ram Dass could see their wooden 
expressions. Yet as soon as the gramophone 
stopped they all began talking loudly again as they 
sat down. 


** Well,” thought Ram Dass, “what now I 
wonder ?”’ And then he heard the squeaky voice 
of Gold Glasses beside him. 


‘*T propose we elect The Chair.” 


“You don’t have to!’ Bluebeard shouted. 
‘** No one else can fill it.” 


There were cries of “‘ Show us! Show us! ”’ 


‘Oh, all right, all right,’ Bluebeard grumbled, 
dragging his chair away from the table so that all 
could see him. 


Ram Dass wondered what he was going to do, 
and watched with great interest while Bluebeard 
bent down, presenting his enormous bottom to the 
audience, and slowly demonstrated how perfectly 
it fitted into the chair. 





This performance was greeted with cries of ‘‘ No 
confidence ! ’’ and “ Resign ! ” 


** Why should he resign ? ” Ram Dass whispered 
to the stringy man. 


The monocle gleamed towards him. 


““Tt’s like this, old boy. If he resigns, the 
Chair falls vacant, and no one else can fill it. 
Under such circumstances indefinite adjournment 
would be constitutionally in order, based on the 
fundamental principles embodied in SOAP. And 
we'd all get a long holiday,” he added. 


‘TI won’t resign! ’’ Bluebeard was saying. “ If 
I resign I lose my accommodation and pension, as 
well as the pay of the appointment and all the 
perquisites that go with it.” 


The soundness of this view seemed to be generallv 
appreciated, for the tumult subsided. 


‘““T protest ! °’ Gold Glasses exclaimed, as Blue- 
beard eased himself back into the chair at the head 
of the table. ‘“‘ The Chair must be properly 
elected.”’ 


‘‘ Then mark the papers properly,’’ Bluebeard 
retorted. 
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“How are we going to mark them without 
pencils ? ” Ram Dass murmured. 


‘“* Don’t ask silly questions,’ Gold Glasses said 
severely. 


** Really,” Ram Dass replied,” I think you're 
very rude.” 


‘* Then stop it at once, thinking’s forbidden.” 


Ram Dass turned away to hide his annoyance 
and saw that each of the others had taken a piece 
of paper and was screwing it into a ball. 


‘“Come on,” Gold Glasses said, ‘“‘ aren’t you 
playing ? ” 

“Oh, I say!’ exclaimed the stringy man. “ Don’t 
tell us you’re not playing.” 


‘“These people really are crazy,” Ram Dass 
thought, as he reached for a piece of paper and 
crumpled it in his hand. 


‘“* Now, boys,’’ Gold Glasses was saying. “ All 
together—widget, widget, widget! Watch it... 
Pitch it!” 


At the last word they all threw the paper balls 
at Bluebeard, who began to sob into his beard 
while he repeated over and over again, “ It isn’t 
fair. It isn’t fair.” 


‘* Now we console him,’’ Gold Glasses told Ram 
Dass. And getting up from his chair he began to 
recite slowly, ““ He whom the gods kiss on the eyes 
isan...” 
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“ Artist !°’ The reply came in chorus. 

‘“* He whom the gods kiss on the earsisa...” 

‘* Musician ! ”’ 

‘‘ He whom the gods kiss on the mouth...” 

‘Is a poet.” 

Then everyone got to their feet and began to 
chant, ‘“‘ We don’t know whas part of Bluebeard 
the gods kissed but....He’s a wonderful 
Chairman! He’s a wonderful Chairman ! ”’ 

And they all joined hands and danced round the 
table dragging Ram Dass with them. 





danced vound the table... 


Bluebeard dried his eyes and called loudly, 
** Order ! Order ! or I’ll play The Elephant.” 

This threat brought them all back to their chairs 
again. 

** Now,” said the Chairman, “ the first item on 
the agendais...” 

** Appointments ! ”’ 


The interruption came from opposite Ram Dass, a 
bald man with many chins and a walrus moustache. 

“It has nothing to do with appointments,” the 
Chairman said irritably. “‘ Appointments are purely 
a matter of influence. Any special circumstances 
in favour of an applicant, such as social connection, 
or marriage into a favoured family, will automati- 
cally ensure his appointment to a lucrative post.”’ 
Looking at the interrupter a trifle nervously he 
added, ‘‘ Of course, if there are any such special 
circumstances...” 

““The matter concerns my wife’s cousin,” the 
Walrus said. ‘‘ And I can tell you, Gentlemen, 
speaking without prejudice, that he is solid ivory 
from the neck up, a qualification which, as I am 


ei! 







Ww 


Solid, ivoty jrom the neck up... 
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sure you will all agree, makes him particularly 
suited to fill the newly created post of Assistant- 
Deputy-Director of Fantastic Publications in the 
Compartment of Blather and Nonsense. I under- 
stand that emoluments include a salary of Dibs 
1,700 per mensem, with annual increments of 
Dibs 50, plus, of course, the usual House Allowance, 
Stationery Allowance, Movement Allowance, 
Cheapness Allowance, Favoured Family Marriage 
Allowance, Overall Allowance, etc., etc. There 
is no bar to my wife’s cousin being so employed 
since he has had no previous experience what- 
ever, not even with the Savage Press. I may 
perhaps be permitted to add that interested parties 
include two on the upper stratum of the S.C.I.”’ 


At the mention of the S.C.I. the chairman and 
all present (except Ram Dass, who was utterly 
mystified) reverently made the sign of The Elephant 
on their foreheads. 


Bluebeard coughed discreetly. 


“In view of these special circumstances we 
may—er, take it that the Widget Committee* will 
support your wife’s cousin’s appointment.”’ 


Note.—Widget : A somewhat nebulous commodity distantly related to 
the gadget. 


4 





the sign of the Elephant... 


There was no disagreement and the chairman 
continued. 


“Now, Gentlemen, as you are all well aware, 
the whole matter of widget control has already 
been examined in all its essential aspects both by 
the Special Sub-Committee on Widgets appointed 
for that purpose, and by the ad hoc Advisory 
Committee on Widgets which was subsequently 
convened to devise ways and means and to explore 
every avenue of approach through which the 
necessary steps may be taken, at a later stage, in 
order to give effect to appropriate modifications in 
respect of any or all of the more permanent or 
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semi-permanent ramifications which may result 
from any further development of resources, following 
the recommendations, formulated by the Special 
Sub-Committee on Widgets in regard to a suitable 
target and, in particular, to such special problems 
as are likely to arise, to the detriment of our own 
scheme for Post-Prosperity-Planning, if—as seems 
possible—the provisional proposals embodied in 
the Second Report of the Special Sub-Committee 
on Widgets should ever inadvertently be adopted.” 


Ram Dass heard all this in bewilderment. He 
had not the faintest idea what the chairman was 
talking about, and felt certain that no one else had 
either, despite their earnest expressions. 


‘In telling you this,” the chairman was saying, 
“IT am merely attempting to suggest to you, in as 
precise and clear a manner as the many pressing 
and difficult complications of the existing situation 
will permit, and despite the undoubted fact that 
they cannot, in view of the extreme complexity of 
the whole matter, as yet be foreseen with any 
semblance of clarity, the full and far-reaching 
implications of any useful decisions which we may 
be called upon to avoid making in co-ordinating 
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our Post-Prosperity-Planning on a long and a short 
term basis so as to ensure—in our own interests, 
of course—that the fullest possible obstruction is 
put in the way of any purposeful development of 
the indigenous widget. 


‘* That, Gentlemen, is the problem in a nutshell. 
And I need hardly emphasize that the point at 
issue is the indispensability of the indigenous 
widget, particularly the midget widget, as a vital 
factor in unbalancing the budget.” 


The stringy man’s monocle gleamed approval. 


‘Hear, hear! Crystal clear. Widget-Budget. 
We can’t dodge it.” 





his monocle gleamed approval . 
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Ram Dass didn’t see that there was anything 
clear about it, and sensed that the stringy man was 
just showing off. He felt, too, that the whole 
committee was becoming restive. 


‘“T have also to tell you,” Bluebeard went on, 
‘* and this is, of course, strictly between ourselves— 
that in the matter of the widget a hiatus does, in 
point of fact, exist between production and con- 
sumption, and may perhaps be likened to a great 


guf...” 


‘Then we can bridge it with the widget ! ” The 
Walrus interrupted. And he began to laugh so 
heartily that he shook in his chair and made the 
table rock. 


“ Don’t fidget,”’ Gold Glasses said severely. And 
as the stringy man started sniggering, added, 
** Let’s all have some tea.” 


This suggestion was taken up at once and the 
whole committee began to clamour for tea, and 
went on clamouring until the room was filled with 
Redcoats carrying trays. 


‘* Have some tea,” Gold Glasses invited, pouring 
some into a cup. 


Ram Dass accepted it meekly. 
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* Really,” he thought, “ this place is an asylum.” 
And he. was startled to hear Gold Glasses retort, 
‘‘Tt’s more than that. It’s the biggest asylum in 
the world. And I'll bet it’s the only one that’s 
actually run on a co-operative basis by the lunatics 
themselves.” 
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at's the biggest asyluni in the world... 
Ram Dass could not help asking, “ How did you 
know what I was thinking ? ” 


‘1 didn’t know what you were thinking, I just 
knew you were thinking, and that’s forbidden here. 
Not that it matters in your case. It’s Visitors’ Day. 
If it weren’t, you wouldn’t be here.”’ 


Ram Dass was puzzled. 
‘* I’m afraid I don’t understand,”’ he said politely. 


‘* Of course you don’t, but it’s very simple. We 
get so used to not thinking that we can easily see 
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when a visitor is thinking. And visitors who come 
here all think the same thing.” 

“You mean they think it’s—er, an asylum ? ” 

** Oh, quite, quite.” 

Ram Dass felt a little awkward and, as he did 
not have anything to say, reached for his cup. 

“JT say!” the stringy man exclaimed. ‘“ You 
mustn’t drink yet, you know.” 

Ram Dass was about to ask why not, when Gold 
Glasses told him. 


‘* Wait for the Tea Ceremony. We always have 
that first.” 


‘““The Tea Ceremony goes with the toast,” the 
stringy man explained. “Tea and toast, you 
know.” . 

* I don’t see any toast,’’ Ram Dass objected. 

** You'll hear it,’’ said Gold Glasses. 

‘But that’s absurd. How can anyone hear 
toast ? ”’ 

‘‘There’s no need to be rude about it,” Gold 
Glasses retorted. 


Ram Dass had no time to consider this for Blue- 
beard was on his feet again having been sulking in 
silence. 


“ Are his speeches always interrupted ?’? Ram 
Dass whispered. 


The stringy man giggled behind his hand. 


‘‘ [t’s always the same speech, old boy. Word- 
for-word. We never let him get any further. 
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Shush ! ” he murmured, as Ram Dass was about to 
speak. ‘ Now for the Tea Ceremony.” 

* What do I do ? ” Ram Dass whispered. 

“Nothing. Youw’re a visitor.” 

‘* Gentlemen !”’ said Bluebeard. He was stand- 
ing cup in hand, and at the sound of his voice 
everyone got up. 

“We will now sing The Song of The Paper 
Waits,’ Bluebeard announced solemnly. 

And they all began to chant in slow melodious 
rhythm : 


A true Paper Wait’s life 
Knows no worry or strife, 
For as everyone knows very 
Well he can’t 

Help but bask in its smile, 
When he squats on a file, 

On the back of the ponderous 
ELEPHANT. 


He has nothing to say, 

In a long-winded way, 

And is pompously vague and 
Irrelevant. 

But he rakes in the pay, 

And a slice of T. A. * 

And proceeds on earned leave on 
THE ELEPHANT. 


Note.—T.A.: Sometimes humorously called Travelling Allowance, is 
actually compensation for suffering due to modern travel 
conditions. Some sufferers relieve pain by going second and 
claiming first class fare. 


- 
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“the Elephant!” ... 


It’s the bureaucrat’s heaven 
To join the eleven 

That always plays ball with 
The Elephant. 

His appointment’s secured, 
And his pension’s assured, 
Unless he should fall off 
THE ELEPHANT. 
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And if he should slip 

From a rump or a hip, 

He grabs hold of the tail of 
The Elephant. 

And he needn’t much mind, 
He can hang on behind, 

Till he’s back on the back of 
THE ELEPHANT. 


We are Paper Waits all, 

Ever ready to fall 

On our faces and worship 

The Elephant. 

So, united we stand, 

With a tea-cup in hand, 

And our toast is “* The Health of 
THE ELEPHANT!” 


Then they all murmured reverently, “ The 
Elephant!’ And having drained their cups, sat 
down again shouting for more tea. 


** Well,” said Gold Glasses, as Ram Dass finished 
his third cup, ““ now you can watch us at exercise.” 


‘* Exercise ? ”’ 
‘You know, games,”’ the stringy man explained. 


‘* Oh, of course,” said Ram Dass. “ May I join 
you?” 


“Join us!” (This from Gold Glasses). “Certainly 
not. You need a great deal of bureaucratic 
experience before you can start turning stones.”’ 
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‘ Or taking steps,’’ the stringy man put in. “ If 
only we could take the necessary steps the whole 
world would be safe for bureaucracy. Oh, I say !”’ 
he giggled. “ That’s rather good, you know. 
Clever, I mean. What?” 


‘Come on,” said the Walrus, putting down an 
empty cup and wiping his moustache. “ Let’s 


turn some stones.”’ 


All except Bluebeard got up at once, and Ram 
Dass, who also remained in his chair, was surprised 
to find that the room had suddenly filled with 
strange people. These included a host of Red- 
coats, and shabbily dressed individuals (whom 
Ram Dass assumed to belong to the Depressed 
Clerical Classes) and a number of half-naked 
Menials. 


While the Redcoats and most of the D.C.C. 
issued contradictory orders to the Menials, the 
latter formed into two main groups—one rolling 
back the carpet ; the other carrying large rounded 
stones into the room. In another party, the 
stringy man, D.C.C. and Redcoats, were all super- 
intending the chalking of a large circle on the floor, 
the actual work being done by an emaciated 
Menial. 
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Ram Dass watched all this with great interest, 
and then turned his attention to the stringy man. 
He had waved away the D.C.C. and Redcoats and 
with both arms outstretched was balancing himself 
like a tight-rope walker on the chalked line. Ram 
Dass caught the glint of his monocle and heard 


him exclaim exultantly, “I say, you fellows! I 
can do it!” 





“iske a ttght-rope walker . 


Finding that he could not see much from where 
he sat, Ram Dass got up intending to join one of 
the groups with the stones. But as soon as he 
was on his feet Bluebeard yawned thunderously and 
called, ‘‘ Recess! Recess ! ”’ 


This was evidently a routine signal, for all the 
others came trooping back to the table, while 
stones were carried from the room and the carpet 
was rolled back again. 


Finding that someone had taken his chair, Ram 
Dass remained standing, feeling a little awkward. 


The entire committee now lay back yawning in 
their chairs, and as the last Menial departed, the 
Redcoat by the gramophone set it in motion and 
collapsed on his string bed. 


As Ram Dass stole on tip-toe from the room he 
heard the soothing words of a sleepy lullaby : 


Hush-a-by Bluebeard, 

Doze in The Chair, 

Pass resolutions, 

No one will care. 

When the storm breaks 

Your committee will fall, 

And down will come Bluebeard, 
Widgets and all. 
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On CE MORE Ram 
Dass found himself in the corridor, but it was 
quieter now and there was no sign of any tea- 
carriers. 


“ Where shall I go from here?” he asked him- 
self, and then remembered that the Walrus had said 
something about a Compartment of Blather and 
Nonsense. 


‘‘ That ought to be interesting,” he thought, and 
was considering which way to go when he noticed 
that one of the ivory walls was painted in a con- 
fusion of coloured patches. 


He moved back, and although unable to get a 
full view of the extensive mural, saw at once that 
it was a plan of the hindquarters of The Elephant. 
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He came forward and examined it closely. The 
words Widget Committee, within a small green 
square, caught his eye. Near to this, stretching 
all the way along the spacious coastline of The 
Elephant’s rump, the abbreviation ‘ Compt B. & N.’ 
was repeated many times. 


‘It seems to occupy a great deal of territory,” 
he thought, as he set off along the corridor. 


He walked on and on, through corridors lined 
with slumbering Redcoats, many of them with their 
heads resting on cardboard folders marked HUSH- 
HUSH, PRIORITY. By a motionless elevator he 
paused and read the notice: NOT TO BE USED 
BY DEPRESSED CLERICAL CLASSES. 





slumbering Redcoats . 
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swarmed in little groups... 


At last he found himself in a corridor where 
people of both sexes swarmed in little groups, 


talking in earnest whispers. 
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Ram Dass was impressed by the artistic atmos- 
phere. Everyone wore horn-rimmed spectacles, 
and among the men red ties and floppy clothes 
were common. Many of the men badly needed a 
shave or a haircut or both, and several of those 
with the floppiest clothes carried huge coloured 
drawings under their arms. 

Ram Dass caught only occasional glimpses of 
these pictures but could not help being aware of 
their somewhat monotonous similarity. All de- 
picted an elephant, and although the settings 
varied, it was always a nice benevolent elephant, 





stroking the legs of some half-clad lady... 
sometimes helping the worker in fields or factories, 
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or carrying little children to school. Very often— 
although Ram Dass could not imagine why—the 
elephant was shown stroking the legs of some 
half-clad lady with its trunk. 

Ram Dass decided that he must be in the Com- 
partment of Blather and Nonsense, and this was 
confirmed by the lettering ‘ Compt. B. & N.’ which 
he saw painted in white on the string beds of the 
Redcoats and on the dusty paper-filled shelves 
that lined the greater part of the corridors. 

Particularly interesting were the designations on 
the boards outside the unending array of rooms. 
-In addition to whole tribes of Directors and their 
Deputies and Assistants, there were Editors-in- 
Chief, Chief-Editors, General-Editors, Art-Editors, 
Photographic-Editors. The only ones who seemed to 
be merely Editors were shown as being associated 
with a particular country. And Ram Dass had 
the impression that no country, however remote or 
improbable, had been overlooked. There were 
also countless Research Officers, Special Research 
Officers, Extra Special Research Officers, Managers, 
Assistant-Managers, Artists, Photographers, Musi- 
cians, each of whom seemed to have a host of 
satellites. 

From a gigantic wall chart, Ram Dass saw that 
an extensive allotment was occupied by a so-called 
Hindquarter Directorate. There were sub-divisions 
of what was termed Cultural Inactivity—immense 
acreages grouped under such heads as Literature, 
Music, Painting, Sculpture ; and these were again 
incorporated in both Sectional and Regional Dis- 
organisations, as well as in the three solid blocks 
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marked ‘ Wireless,’ ‘ Bioscope,’ and ‘ Publications.’ 

In bewilderment Ram Dass saw that this galaxy 
of art and culture was presided over by a Dean of 
Blather and Nonsense, assisted by a number of 
Community Deans. 

Ram Dass wandered on through the crowd of 
earnest talkers and presently found himself in a 
deserted corridor where all was quiet. Not knowing 
what to do, he was thinking of trying to find his 
way out of The Elephant when he saw coming 
towards him a stocky, rosy-cheeked man who wore 
the conventional cap and gown of a professor. 
Behind him came a stalwart Redcoat, with gold 
trappings and a dagger, carrying a solitary cigarette 
tin. 





carrying a solitary cigarette tin. . . 


Ram Dass stood and watched while the Redcoat, 
who had managed to get in front, opened a door 
beside a board that bore the designation ‘ Dean of 
Blather & Nonsense,’ in white lettering. 
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The Redcoat followed the Dean inside and 
emerged without the cigarette tin. Almost 
immediately a tea-carrier arrived and the Redcoat 
went inside again with the tray. 

Left alone, Ram Dass stood undecided. Possibly, 
since it was Visitors’ Day, he might be allowed into 
the Dean’s room. He was considering this when 
he was joined by an elderly spectacled man who 





an elderly spectacied man 
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wore a collar and tie, and appeared to be in a bad 
temper. Under his arm was a cardboard folder 
marked IMMEDIATE, and although it was a huge 
folder it contained only one minute slip of paper. 


‘“‘ Having tea again, I suppose,” the new arrival 
muttered. And seeing Ram Dass, added, “ If these 
Guides would only learn to keep their place and not 
go on taking in tea, we P.A’s might be able to leave 
early once in a while.” 


‘“* Excuse me,” Ram Dass said politely, “I’m a 
visitor here. Please tell me what P. A.* means.”’ 


‘** Oh, a visitor.””> The P. A. became affable at 
once. “I thought you might be looking for a job. 
In that case I would have to know all about you.” 


Ram Dass reassured him and meekly repeated 
his query. 

‘*It means Protective Armour,” the P.A. said. 
** Without us they would be exposed at once.” 


66 They ? 29 
** The Upstarts and the 8.C.I.” 


Ram Dass did not understand at all, but he was 
quick to note that the P.A. had spoken in an airy 
way and had not made the sign of The Elephant 
or lowered his voice respectfully when he mentioned 
the S.C.I. 


Note. —P.A.:; Often mistaken for Personal Assistant. Attached to a 
Paper Wait, the P. A. is allowed to circulate within a limited 
radius for the purpose of shopping, to collect news, investigate 
rumours of new appointments, and to enquire into such matters 
as bills to be paid, accommodation, allowances, etc. 
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‘*He’s an Upstart, of course,” the P.A. said, 
nodding towards the Dean’s sanctum. “ Being with 
him is a bit of a come-down for me after the really 
big men I’ve protected. Before I came here I was 
Armour to the Chief Controller of Invisible Ink. 
Naturally, he’s in the S.C.I.” 

** Invisible ink ? ”’ 

“Yes, that was easy. Since it was invisible we 
had nothing to hide.” 





nothing to htde... 
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““How do you mean, nothing to hide? From 
whom ? ” 


“The Dibs Compartment, of course. They 
always want to know what’s going on. All the 
other Compartments try to prevent them from 
finding out. They call it Soaping The Elephant.”’ 

 Soaping The Elephant ? ” 


‘Yes, there are special provisions for it in 
SOAP. Here in the B. & N. they call it Soft- 
Soaping The Elephant, because everything they do 
is in praise of The Elephant.” 


Remembering the coloured pictures he had seen 
being carried in the other corridor Ram Dass began 
vaguely to understand. 


“It must be a Herculean task,’’ he murmured, 
“ soaping The Elephant.” 


‘Qh, it is. They can’t do it all at once. First 
one Compartment then another. That’s how it’s 
done. If they weren’t so crazy they’d have soft- 
soaped the Dibs Compartment first.” 


‘* How could they have done that ? ” 


‘Very simply. Publish a Song of Praise for the 
Dibs Compartment. Show a thrifty elephant in 
three or four colours on the cover. Do the same 
over the Wireless and on the Bioscope. Then the 
Dibs Compartment wouldn’t be so worried about 
expenditure, and the B. & N. wouldn’t have to 
worry so much about hiding everything from them. 
But it’s not for me to advise on policy. My job is 
to protect.” 
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Ram Dass had the feeling that this elderly man 
might perhaps not be insane. 


** How do you protect ? ” he asked. 


‘* It’s like this,” the P. A. said. ‘* Most lunatics 
have what are called lucid intervals, and that’s 
where the P. A. comes in. If we don’t watch out 
an Upstart may set something happening during a 
lucid interval. Of course, with the S.C.I. lucid 
intervals are about as rare as bananas at the north 
pole, so we don’t have to worry when we're with 
them. But our salaries are always a charge against 
SOAP expenditure.” 


Ram Dass hesitated before asking with some 
diffidence, “‘ Do you mean that you P.A’s actually 
are—er, sane ?”’ 
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** Certainly we're sane. All the D.C.C. are, and 
the Guides and Menials. Of course, due to environ- 
ment, some of us manage to develop Symptoms, 





manage to develob Symptoms... 


and if the Symptoms are queer enough we can 
become Minor Paper Waits. That puts us on The 
Elephant’s back at once. But it’s not easy,” he 
added gloomily. ‘The examination covers all 
forms of lunacy. One sane answer and you're 


out.” 


“But aren’t you all on the—er, Elephant’s 
back ? ’? Ram Dass asked in perplexity. 
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“Certainly not. All the D.C.C. are Sidesmen. 
That means we’re all down below. It’s true that 
we get a certain amount of shade there; but it’s 
not safe. We may get trampled on at any moment.” 





ot safe . 
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The conversation was interrupted by the return 
of the Dean’s Redcoat, who flopped down on his 
bed. 


““T suppose you've been giving him tea again,” 
the P.A. said disapprovingly, as the Redcoat 
prepared himself for sleep. 


“No question of giving,” came the yawning 
reply. “‘ He pays and I get a rake off.”’ 


‘* And the sugar and milk that’s left over ! ” 
‘* Not if you can get your hands on it first.” 


Fearing some unpleasantness, Ram Dass inter- 
vened and asked if he would be allowed to go 
inside. 


‘* Not a hope,” the Redcoat muttered. “ Strictly 
against ‘The Rules.” 


‘Of course the gentleman can go inside,” the 
P.A. said. ‘“‘He’s a visitor. You Guides had 
better learn to keep to your proper station.” And 
then seeing that the Redcoat was asleep, he said 
to Ram Dass, ** You can follow me in. It will be 
all right.” 


The opening of the door disclosed a huge screen 
of light green silk. Dodging round this behind 
the P.A. Ram Dass beheld a bright-eyed cheerful 
man at a large desk on which, in addition to the 
tea tray, were a telephone, a radio set and an 
assortment of colourful periodicals. 
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‘dean of Blather and nonsense squeaking”... 


The Dean had finished his tea and was lighting a 
huge pipe. He looked with mild astonishment at 
Ram Dass, but when the P.A. murmured the word 
‘ visitor,’ smiled pleasantly and asked Ram Dass 
to be seated. 

‘* Better take the arm chair,” he invited breezily. 
‘Tf you'll just excuse me while I attend to one or 
two matters, we can have a talk. Perhaps you’d 
like to look at these,’ he added with a touch of 
pride. +“ They’re just a few of our Fantastic 
Publications.” 

Ram Dass thanked him and picked up one of the 
magazines. It was called “The Strumpet,” and 
in a small circle at the top an elephant was 
trumpeting, either in protest or joy, (Ram Dass 
was not sure which) at being depicted on the same 
cover page as the scantily-clad lady who sprawled 
voluptuously below. 
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“ That’s what we call popular appeal,’’ murmured 
the Dean. Instead of attending to ‘ other matters ’ 
he was waiting hopefully for Ram Dass to express 
admiration. ‘* Not bad, eh ? ”’ 

Ram Dass made appropriate noises. He did not 
feel qualified to say if the production was good or 
bad, but he could not see that it served any useful 
purpose. 

While the Dean talked with the P.A., he turned 
the pages and saw that on each there was some 
Song in Praise of The Elephant, usually supported 
by pictures of The Elephant performing acts of 
kindness. 

He put aside ‘“‘ The Strumpet”’ and picked up 
one called ‘‘ The Elephant Goes to School.” This 
time there was no sex on the cover, but The 
Elephant was prominently displayed throughout, 
encouraging the pursuit of knowledge. With cach 
of the others it was the same. The Elephant on 
the Farm, The Elephant in the Factory, The 
Elephant Travels by Rail. There were dozens 
more, and even one on Post-Prosperity-Planning, 
with The Elephant in the Chair of the Widget 
Committee. 

Ram Dass put this aside feeling rather bored. 

The Dean had begun to dictate a letter, and had 
just got his pipe going for the third time when the 
telephone rang. Ram Dass heard him say : 

“Yes, my dear...” 
MOS 5. cgi” 


“Yes...” 
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tn the Chaty of the Widget Committee... 


‘* Of course, my love...” 
‘Pil doit at once...” 
Certainly. This very minute. ” 
But my dearest, you know you can rely on 
me...” 

‘““What?...The Black market... Oh, no, 
no! Not necessary at all. I can get everything at 
The Elephant store...” 

‘Certainly, my dear. “T’ll send the P.A. at 
once.” 

He put down the receiver. 

‘Now, where was I? Oh, yes, this letter to the 
Director-General of Community Minstrels. Better 
send it to all Regional Community Ballad-Mongers 
as well. And send copies to--er, Special Officer 
for Marshalling Facts, Extra Special Officer for 
Reviewing Situations, Officer on Special Duty 
Polishing Sentences, Officer on Deputation Immo- 
bilizing All Resources. Got that? No? All right, 
forget it.” 
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He struck a match and had just got his pipe 
going when the telephone rang again. He put 
down his pipe and picked up the receiver. 

‘* Dean of Blather and Nonsense squeaking. . . 

“What? Oh, the Savage Press...” His 
high pitched voice became affable at once. 

‘Oh, no. No bother at all. Only too pleased...” 

‘* Press releases . . . That’s right, they’re typed 
on both sides now... ” 

“What? Um! That’sa bit tricky...” 

“Yes. You see, it’s not our pigeon... ” 

‘* That’s right. The Stationary Contractor. It’s 


his pigeon...” 


33 





an awktwurd position oe. 
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‘“No, I’m afraid we can’t do that... He’d 
give us the bird at once. . . ” 

‘What? Can I get him to stretch a point ? 
Impossible. He goes the other way. And when 
he’s not contracting, he’s stationary.” 

“Yes . . . He’s in an awkward position too.” 

‘Well, do drop in when you’re around. No 
formalities, you know...” 

‘“* Certainly. Whenever you like. Come and 
have tea.”’ 

He put the receiver down and struck another 
match. 

‘« 'They’re worried,” he told Ram Dass, blowing 
clouds of blue smoke into the air. ‘‘ Now that 
our Press releases go out typed on both sides they 
can’t use them for scribbling paper.”’ 

“But haven’t they got any of their own?” 
Ram Dass asked. 

The Dean laughed boisterously. 

““That’s the joke. The Elephant has all the 
paper. No one else can get any. If they could, 
we wouldn’t be able to sell our Fantastic Publica- 
tions. As it is we have to sell at scrap paper value.” - 

Ram Dass asked if they made money, and the 
Dean gave him a knowing wink. 

‘The Dibs Compartment thinks we do. But of 
course we don’t include in our costs such minor 
items as office overhead, salaries, allowances, or 
the cost of the paper.” 

To Ram Dass this was unintelligible, but he said 
- nothing. 

‘* Take our Open Spaces Nonsense, for instance,”’ 
the Dean went on proudly. “ You know, loud 


65 : 


speaker vans, dancing girls who sing our * Songs to 
the Savages.’ ” 

“What sort of songs?” Ram Dass asked 
curiously. 

“Oh, songs like ‘ Fight the Good Fight for The 
Elephant,’ ‘Keep on Stroking The Elephant’s 
Trunk’ and ‘There’s Love in The Elephant’s 
Eyes.’ Don’t tell me you haven’t heard them! ” 





theve’s love in the Elephant’s eyes... 

Ram Dass thought it best not to, and the Dean 
continued enthusiastically, “Do you know how 
much The Elephant has to pay annually for our 
Open Spaces Nonsense alone? Seven and a half 
million Dibs, my dear sir! Seventy-five stacks ! 
Not bad, you know! Not bad!” 
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** But that really is nonsense,’”’ Ram Dass said 
unthinkingly, and before he could correct himself, 
was astonished to see the Dean expand with 
pleasure. 


_“'That’s most generous of you, my dear sir ! 
Most generous. Nonsense!” he exclaimed joy- 
ously, looking suddenly at the ceiling. “Ah! 
There we have the quantitative ad absurdum, the 
raison d'etre, the cut bono, the final fiddle-de-dee 
of all our artistic endeavour. Nonsense! ” 


And getting up suddenly he struck an operatic 





styuck an operatic pose . 
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pose and began to sing in a high tenor : 


Nonsense ! 

Nonsense ! 

Stuff and silly Nonsense, 
Everything is Nonsense, 
Now ! 

Yo-di-o-do. 


Print it, 
Screen it, 
Coloured magazine it, 


Make believe we mean it, 
Wow ! 


Gather, 

Blather, 

On the village greens. 
Cr-oon to ba-bies, 
Tell it to marines. 


Nonsense ! 

Nonsense ! 

Balderdash and Nonsense, 
All we do is Nonsense. 
And how ! 
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As the verse ended the Dean began again, this 
time swinging it into hot rhythm while he grabbed 
the P.A. and started jitter-bugging with him, at 
the same time waving a waggish finger at Ram 
Dass in a manner called trucking. 


fib 
A 
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stuvted jtticy-bugging 
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At last he released the breathless P.A., who sat 
down opposite him pencil in hand before a blank 
steno-pad. 


‘* Well, where were we ? ” 


“You were dictating a letter, sir,” the P.A. 
panted. 


‘Then make it a circular. Warn everyone. A 
letter to the Sub-Dean of Cultural Blathering from 
the Director-General of Bioscope Bunkum has 
actually been delivered to the Sub-Dean! Although 
accidental, this is nevertheless a serious violation 
of the basic principles of SOAP. Severe disciplinary 
action is being taken against the officer concerned, 
who will probably be pushed off The Elephant’s 
back. Got that ?” 


“Good. Let me have a draft for disapproval. 
When all the copies are typed we can tear them up 
together. Now! What’s the news ?” 


** Good or bad, sir ? ” 
** Good first, if there is any.” 


The P.A. bent over him and whispered into his 
ear. 
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. ‘Qh, there is, is there! In The Elephant store, 
eh!” The. Dean smiled broadly. ‘“ Well, you’d 
better get over there at once. Get a dozen bottles 
if you can. Oh, and if they’ve got any horse- 
feathers, my wife wants about five pounds. And 
while you’re there you might see if they’ve got 
any sky-hooks, board-stretchers or brass-bands. 
You know, the silent brass-bands. Well, what’s 
the bad news ? ” 

The P.A. put the blank steno-pad in his pocket 
and shook his head gloomily. 

‘* It’s war, sir. Real war.” 

‘Huh! Retrenchment, eh?” 

‘* That’s right, sir.” 

‘* The Dibs Compartment ? or the Wild Keepers?” 





get a dozen bottles 
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“* Both, sir.” 

*Both!! Then, by The Elephant, it ts war! 
War to the last file. But we'll fight! By Gad, 
we'll fight ! ” 





war to the last pile 
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The P.A. departed, and Ram Dass saw that the 
Dean’s jaw was set as he muttered bitterly, ‘* So 
it’s come to this!” 


““Can nothing be done?’ Ram Dass asked 
sympathetically, as the Dean took out a large 
coloured handkerchief and wiped away a tear. 


“Nothing,” he sobbed, “ nothing, unless the 
SCL ads" 


And while the Dean was making the sign of The 
Elephant, Ram Dass heard a strange sound. 


The Dean heard it too, and quickly put away his 
handkerchief. 


** Listen! ’’ he exclaimed excitedly. ‘“‘ Do you 
hear that ? ” 


There was no need for Ram Dass to answer for 
what had been a distant and somewhat unmusical 
note was swelling rapidly into a terrific trumpeting 
that echoed through corridors and filled the room, 
reminding him vaguely of a strange mixture of fire 
alarm and air raid warning. He could hear people 
in the corridor rushing about shduting excitedly, 
and saw that the Dean had risen and his eyes were 
shining. 


The trumpeting was now accompanied by a loud 
chanting that seemed to come from thousands of 
throats. 
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Ram Dass felt his head beginning to swim. He 
saw the Dean’s face working emotionally and his 
lips moving in song, but the din was so great that 
he could not catch the words until the door swung 
open and a mighty chorus burst upon his ears : 


On our knees ! 

We stretch our braces. 

Grovel in the dust ! 

And flatten our faces. 

When a Mighty One draws nigh, 
Ignominiously we cry : 
Eye-tiddly-ity ! 
God-damn-righty ! 
High-and-Mighty ! 

S.C.I. 


High-and-Mighty, 
S.C.I. ! 


The room was now filled with chanting prostrate 
figures lining a path to the Dean, who fell on his 
face as a magnificent individual appeared and 
stood staring haughtily down at the assembled 
worshippers. 


TA 
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While he stood there, some of them crawled near 
enough to kiss the hem of his garment, which was 
of cloth of gold, or the toes of his pearl-embroidered 
boots. Ram Dass notcd the scarlet turban plumed 
with heron’s feathers, and a pearl necklace of five 
rows with a single drop emerald. 

The Mighty One removed his bejewelled fingers 
from a sword hilt inlaid with diamonds and saphires. 
As he made the sign of The Elephant, a hush fell 
on the assemblage. 


TY HAVE COME DOWN FROM HEAVEN.- 


(Chorus : He has come down from heav-en.) 
TO MAKE YOU THIS ANNOUNCE-MENT : 
YOUR BLATHER AND NONSENSE ON THE 
AIR, 


(Chorus : Our Blather and Nonsense on the Screen). 
AND IN EACH BLESSED MAG-A-ZINE, 


(Chorus : That’s Blather and Nonsense everywhere). 
MUST STILL GO ON FROM YEAR TO YEAR. 
THEREFORE IN YOUR COMPART-MENT, 
THERE CAN BE NO RE-TRENCH-MENT ! 

(Chorus : No re-trench-ment ! 

No re-trench-ment ! 
Oh, what joy !)° 
And then, led by the Dean, who got to his feet 
first, they all stood stiffly while they sang The 

Elephant. 

Ram Dass watched it all as in a dream. He 
had been making super-human efforts to get up 
from his chair, but found that he was powerless to 
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inging 


He was still struggling when the s 
stopped and a sea of faces turned towards him. 
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They were all there: Bluebeard, the stringy man, 
Gold Glasses, the Walrus, the P.A. and countless 
Redcoats, including the old man he had met 
outside The Elephant. They were all there, pointing 
their fingers at him and drawing slowly nearer. 
Then their bodies faded out and there were only 
faces, then faces and colours, intermingled, changing, 
revolving, grotesque faces and huge fingers, closing 
in on him in a prism of madness while his head 
thumped and he caught the roar of voices : SEIZE 
HIM. SQUEEZE HIM. THROW HIM OFF 
THE ELEPHANT. FI-FIE-FOE-FUM. ALL 
TOGETHER. HERE WE COME. ONE... 
TWO ...THREE...CRUMP! 


Then blessed peace. Ram Dass found himself 
lying on the grass in the road-circle. There was a 
small crowd round him, and the lorry driver was 
asking, “* Are you all right ? ” 


Ram Dass nodded weakly. Bewildered he got 
to his feet and leant against a tree. “I’m all 
right,” he said slowly. And as the crowd began 
to disperse, he muttered, “ The Elephant!” and 
looked up through the trees. But all he saw was 
a collection of sandstone tombs. 
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